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outward towards the pregnant dark night. The
present had fallen away from him; what was
left was the being a man becomes when a flash
of lightning strikes down quite close to him.

That was  the  night  the  front collapsed at
Kuuskoski and the victor's forces began to pour
into   this   parish.   At   one   o'clock  stray shots
began to be heard as the victors fired on rebels
who had stayed behind in the surroundings of
Kuuskoski.   These stragglers were the gentlest
lot one could wish to meet, entirely ignorant that
there had been any hostilities;  they gave them-
selves up to the strange delusion that nothing
would befall them, that in all this confusion no
one would take any notice of them.   That was
bad for them, for few prisoners were taken at
Kuuskoski.    Fail  to  give  the  countersign and
you were shot, and in the hurry many an inno-
cent man may have met his death.   But by then
Juha   Toivola  was   already   toiling  homeward
along the narrow fence-side track deep in the
forest.   The trees on either side helped to tone
down the horrors he had been through in the
open village lands.    This spruce-lined track had
never moved with the times, but was part of the
old life, and anyone who had been in a position
secretly to observe the expressions in Juha's eyes
as he came along this part of his road would